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The Right Hon. Lady Charlotte Finch, 
ST. JAM ES's PALACE. 


Mapanm, 


However I may be juſtly diffident in 
offering the following ſmall productions of fancy to 
public notice; yet when I conſider the patronage 
your Ladyſhip ſo highly honours them with, I feel a 
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iv DEDICATION... 


degree of vanity, which could alone ariſe from ſo 
flattering a ſanction ;—as your Ladyſhip's taſte, and 
judgment are too well eſtabliſhed, not to have a 
moſt powerſul effect, in ſoftening the eye of criti- 
ciſm, and reſcuing theſe trifles from oblivion——On 
that ſanction reſt all my hopes! 


There is that dignity in true virtue, which riſes 
ſuperior to all praiſe ;—and had I powers to do 


| juſtice to your Ladyſhip's exalted character, or ex- 


preſs the grateful ſentiments which ever animate my 
breaſt ; yet I am convinced your Ladyſhip's ear is too 
delicate to receive what is due to the genuine good- 
neſs of your heart,—that heart !—ſo ſuſceptible of 
every finer feeling of ſympathy, and benignity of 
foul! which led your Ladyſhip to caſt a cheering ray 
over the very gloomy path I ſo early trod in life. 


7 


DEDICATION, v 


but virtues like theſe !-—can receive no additional 
luſtre from my ſimple, but ardent effuſions of 
gratitude !—Heaven has placed your Ladyſhip in 
that conſpicuous ſtation, where your abilities have 


borne an active part with your mental qualifications 
in forming the young and tender Royal Wink 
you have ſucceeded in the important truſt, and that 
your endeavours are crowned with ſucceſs, a happy 
Nation can bear the teſt ; when they now ſee Female 
virtues ripened into maturity under your Ladyſhip's 
nurturing hand ;—and future ages may profit from 
ſuch virtues, united with ſtrength of underſtanding 
and cultivated genius: But, that the attributes of a 
noble mind are ſtill ſuperior, will be proved, when 
your Ladyſhip is placed beyond all earthly praiſe ;— 


how juſt your reward will then be, me, and my 
children can bear full teſtimony—And to have an 
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vi DEDICATION; 


opportunity of thus publicly expreſſing my gratitude, 
is conſidered as the higheſt gratification by 122 who 
has _ honour to ſubſcribe herſelf, 


"Mana, = 5 
Vour Ladyſhip's 
Much ea 
And wat obedient 


Humble ſervant, | 


1 | Sarah Farrell. 
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deviated from original connection; eſpecially, as to 


Tu E following little PoE, ( which is in- 


tended as a ſequel to the Sorrows of Merter) is ſup- 1 
poſed to repreſent the ſcene early in the ſpring ; as : ; 
the fatal act of ſuicide by Herter is ſaid to have been 4 
committed at Chriſtmas. ö 


The author confeſſes, among the many irregulari- 
ties it abounds with, that ſhe has in ſome inſtances 


the burial place of Werter, which, inſtead of being 4 


between two lime-trees at the end of the church. 3 
yard, ſhe has cauſed to be in a croſs-road ; according 3 
to the Engliſh cuſtom in caſes of premeditated ſelf- f 


murder. 


CHARLOTTE 


HEN doubtful Albert ſaw loſt Werter laid 
Low in that grave, his guilty flame had made, 
Indiff rence cool ſucceeds to fond deſires, 
\ Friendſhip grows cold—and love itſelf expires. 
Day after day, he leaves his wretched wife, 


And loneſome nights make up her wearied life: 
B 


— ws... 


8 
Reflection deeply wounds her feeling ſoul, 


With pangs, which reaſfon's voice can ſcarce controul. 
When ſleep, or broken ſlumbers cloſe her eyes, 

See bleeding Werter's mangled form ariſe ; 

Each wound expreſſive of the love he bore, 

Which gaping they confeſs, with reeking gore. 

He pale, and ghaſtly beckons her away, 


And pomts at new-made graves and guilty clay ; 

With hollow ſounds aſſails her frighted ear, 
Come, come, my love, thy place I will prepare, 

« In death thou'rt mine,—the marriage knot untied, 

« My lifeleſs arms ſhall then embrace my bride: 

No huſband's dreadful voice ſhall then affright, 

« For fafe from all alarms is death's long night. 

Tho ſmall the ſpace, yet Charlotte ſhall have part, 

No bed of ftate, needs the congenial heart; , 


« Forbid in life, love's pureſt joys to prove, 
Death needs no rites then quick, make haſte my 


love. 


121 
« There join'd in cloſeſt bonds by Werter's ſide, 
« Not mould'ring time, ſhall cer our earth divide: 
Each kindred ſpirit ſhall my Charlotte greet, 
« With welcomes thrice, to this laſt ſure retreat. 
« My wand'ring ſpirit loiters near its goal, 


Still hanging o'er the idol of my ſoul ; 

“The morn's approach my ling'ring ſteps reproves, 
« My ſpirit dwells too long on her it loves 

«© Then come my love, the trackleſs path I'll mark, 
* Ee'r the day dawns, or ſoars the riſing lark.“ 


From broken ſlumbers and diſtracted reſt, 
With care worn thoughts that agoniz'd her breaſt— 
Charlotte half-frantic waked, and ſtarting cried, 
« Ill fated Werter !—'twas for me you died!” 
Then ſpringing from the reſtleſs couch ſhe fled, 
Wild as the winds, and call'd on Werter dead. 
B 2 
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6/1 
No bridal gems adorn her beauteous hair, 


That looſely flowing mark'd her wild deſpair ; 


A looſe attire ſcarce wraps her trembling limbs, 


Whilſt with quick ſteps along the mead ſhe ſkims,— 


From Albert's houſe—from her neglected bed 
She flies to find where Werter's corſe is laid. 
The cold damp chills of the approaching morn 
Shiver'd her frame, no rays the ſky adorn ; 

No tuneful ſounds had yet ſung in the day— 

No carols echo'd from the trembling fpray— 
No feather'd wing had cut the liquid air— 

No note was heard —ſave, one of ſhrill deſpair— 
Twas not the ſweetly plaintive philomel 

Who nightly dirges out ſome tender knell, 
No—'twas a widow'd bird, in mournful ſtrain, 
Bewail'd her mate—flown to ſome diſtant plain. 
The frantic wand rer ſtarts with ſudden fright ; 
No glow-worm here had lent a glimm'ring light : 


„ 


The howling winds within their caves were pent, 


Nor gentle zephyrs one ſoft whiſper ſent. 
She wildly cries, © what ſympathetic ſound ? 
Is there on earth a ſecond Charlotte found? 
Oh! ſpeak! and ſay what pangs diſturb thy breaſt? ” 
Again ſhe twitters from her lonely neſt. 
e Fit omen ſure,” (diſtracted Charlotte cried) 
Some kindred ſpirit 'tis my ſteps to guide: 

Led by the ſound, ſhe ſeiz d the bird of grief, 

Who all the night had mourn'd her abſent chief ; 

» © Tis thou ſhalt guide my trembling ſteps to find 
« Where Werter lies—the fondeſt of his kind.” i 
Plac'd on her breaſt the little mourner lay, 
Alas! unable to direct her way 
Not knowing where to go, and led by fate, 
Her feet unbidden ſtray d beyond a gate 


Where roads divide, and ſhew the trav'ller's way; 


There new-turn'd earth proclaim'd where Werter lay. 


C6] 


Attend ye infidels—unthinking race! 

Who bound. your views within this narrow ſpace, 

Regardleſs of your great Creator's laws, 

Dare to deny this world a firſt great cauſe ; 
Or elſe by arguments unjuſt, as vain, 

Maintain the right you have to end your pain: 

Unthinking man !—who wants religion's aid, 

And dares deſtroy what God ſupremely made, 

Bidding defiance to your Maker's will, 

Like cowards, plunge your bark in greater ill; 

Behold, example glares in Werter's grave, 


« No reſt in ſacred ground for paſfion's ſlave. 


To this unhallow'd ſpot, fate mark d her way, 
Eer redd ning ſkies advanc'd the new-born day. 
The fable curtain now was ſcarce with-drawn, 
Or nights dark mantle dropt—proclaim'd the morn: 
+ The ſuns faint beams at dawning day diſcloſe 
The ſcene to Charlotte's eyes —ſad ſcene of woes! 


Le * 
Her wand'ring ſteps with wild illuſions led, 
Now as by inſtinct ſtopp'd at Werter's bed. 
Her grief enfeebled limbs had ſcarce ſuſtain d 
Her rapid flight—but now—no ſtrength remain'd— 
« Werter !—thy life in vain, I tryed to ſave!” 
She ſhriek'd—ſhe fell—ſhe ſunk upon his grave. 
The fall her half-loſt ſenſes ſoon reſtor'd— 
Thus ſhe in accents faint, her fate deplord— 
« Ah! me !—what direful ſcene of death is here? 
What wakes my ſenſes with cold chills of fear? 
A ſudden damp has ſeiz d each vital part, 
Quick throbs returning quiver at my heart. 
Ve powers prophetic oh! inform my mind, 
What pangs unfelt are now for me deſign'd ? 
Where am I led ?—oh ! my diſtracted brain! 
« Freſh tumults now redoubles ev'ry pain: 
Each nerve's unſtrung—my limbs refuſe their aid, 
“Oh raiſe me heav'n—ah, me !—where am I laid? ” 


99 1 


Now thrice unhappy Charlotte ſtrove to go, 
And thrice ſhe fell beneath her weight of woe. 
Then leaning halt-reclin'd—in wild affright, 
A ſmall inſcription glar'd before her ſight; 
The letters ſhone with half. reflected day, 
And told 'twas Werter ſlept beneath that clay. 
No monument was rais d—no work of fame, 


A ſmall inſcription only mark'd his name. 


For glorious deeds, to mighty chiefs alone 
| Be raiſed the ſculptured urn, or graven ſtone. 
= = Not thus did Werter wiſh to mark his fall, 
One tear from Charlottes eyes, out-weigh'd them all. 


No ſhining epitaph, or friend to tell 
The worth of him who living lov'd too well: 
His name alone —alas! dear fatal name, 
Thoſe letters all the horrid truth proclaim— 
Thoſe letters—faintly ſeen at dawning light 
Diſtract poor Charlotte's ſoul, and gall her ſight. 


t &] 


A thoufand Werters dazzle in her eyes, 
A thouſand Werters echo in her cries, 
Her burſting boſom wilder tumults ſwell, 
Again on Werter's grave, ſhe ſhrieking fell. 
Soft love no longer throbs within her veins, 
No ſenſe of grief no paſſion now remains; 
Her beauteous limbs on the cold ground are laid, 
No comfort near, no friend to give her aid : 
Alas ! thou lovely mourner where's the ſhade ? 
Where's the pale ghoſt you follow'd o'er the glade ? 
Where are thoſe kindred ſouls, thy ſoul to greet ? 
Where, where ſhall Werter now his Charlotte meet? 
Where are thoſe promis'd joys illuſion ſought ? 
Which fancy built, with wild diſtraction fraught ; 
Ah! lovely victim, ſhall that life return 
To conſecrate the ſhrine of him you mourn ? 
Yes ! yes! your vitals ſhall their ſtrength re-gain, 
With grief more keen, renewing ev'ry pain. 
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The little bird who could no longer reſt, 
Now ſtrove to leave the hapleſs mourner's breaſt; 
(Ah ! envy'd place !—had Werter gain'd that prize, 
He'd felt no wound but thoſe from Charlotte's eyes) 
He flutter'd to be free, and quit his place; 
Thou little ſenſeleſs !—'twas the ſeat of grace. 
Why firuggle ſo to bring returning life, 
And wake to ſorrow Alberts wretched wife? 
Could not that boſom of ſo fair a hue, 
Like virgin marble, ſtreak d with azure blue? 
Vet not like marble cold, but warm d by love ! 
Could not that breaſt your reſtleſs ſtate reprove ? 
Yet ſurely thou waſt ſent by Werter's ſhade 
With kindeſt ſympathy to give her aid; 
Or in ſoft whiſpers to her ſoul convey, 
That Werter ſlept beneath that ſacred clay. 


_ *Twas, when the new year ſends her herald's forth, 
And nature ſhrinks beneath the blighting north, 
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When lovely ſpring peeps from her ſnowy ſheet, 

And the white drop lies in her chaſte retreat ; 

When love and pleaſure, valentine renews, 

And each fond bird its little partner wooes, 

Their neſts prepare, another brood to rear, 

To ſkim hereafter thro? the liquid air. 

Twas on a morn like this, the eaſtern ſky, 

Began to break, and take its purple dye; 

No red-breaſt, yet, had cull'd the choiceſt flow'rs 

From Flora's bed, the fruit of genial ſhow'rs, 

To deck his grave, ſent by the weeping muſe, 

To bloom around, and all their ſweets diffuſe. 

Nor yet, had nature planted near his earth, 

The fragrant violet—flow'r of modeſt birth ; 

But ſeem'd with ſolemn ſadneſs to bewail 

For Werter loſt—in every hill and dale. 

The dripping icicle its moiſture ſhed, 

And with its tears bedew'd his clay-cold bed 
C 2 
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The parting ſnow unveil'd the verdant ground, 
The ſtreams that many a hoary froſt had bound 
Now melt, as if with grief, and murm'ring glide, 
Where bending willows weep along the ſide. 
Such was the ſcene—when beauteous Charlotte fell 
By his dear ſide—who lov'd alas !—too well. 


A clay-cold moiſture bath'd thoſe limbs ſo white, 
And nature ſpoke her ſpirit on the flight: 
The looſen'd finews of her ſnowy arms 
(Where lilies revel'd with unwonted charms) 
Hung ſenſeleſs down, while ſunk within her head— 
| Fixt were her eyes—and all their radiance fled— 
Eyes, wont the language of the ſoul to ſpeak ! 
While blooming health ſat mantling on the cheek : 
A torpid languor ftole thro' every part, 
And the grim king had aim'd his fatal dart ; 
Thus on the verge of death, her trembling ſoul 
In beauty's bloom, had nearly reach'd the goal ; 
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But nature triumph'd in the doubtful {trife, 
And ſenſe awaken'd, ſpoke returning life. 

So ſome fair lily, when the rude winds blow, 

Droops its pale head, and ſhrinks beneath the foe, 

When northern blaſts its pureſt ſweets aſſail, 

Her gentle ſtem bows down before the gale, 

Unable to reſiſt, the victim lies, 

Falls to the ground, and all its ſweetneſs dies; 

Yet ſhould a gentle zephyr raiſe this flow, 


And genial rays return with healing pow'r ; 


Its drooping head revives—but ſhort its life, 

So ſunk, and ſo reviv'd this wretched wife ! 

So ſlow returning ſenſe now rais'd this fair, 

To breathe her ſorrows to th' unpitying air. 

She view'd the ſpot where hapleſs Werter ſlept 
With wild affright—then turn'd her eyes and wept. 
She pierc'd the ambient air with groans and ſighs, 
And echo'd woes reſounded to the ſkies, 
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« Ah wretched youth —vhy waſt thou doom'd 
(ſhe ſaid) 

« With love like thine, to be by love betray'd ? 

« Yes, I confeſs, nor bluſh to have it known 
| Thy heart was ſure congenial to my own. 

But — rigid fate refus'd that heart to bleſs, 

And left no cheering hope to dawn ſucceſs. 
By honor bound to Albert's love alone, 
ö My heart bow'd down at hymen's hallow'd throne. 
| Tho ſoft perſuaſion dwelt on Werter's tongue, 
« Tho? with delight, on each fond word I hung, 
« Yet Charlotte ill was virtuous—Rtill was juſt, 
“Tho Albert's boſom ſwell'd with keen diſtruſt. 
«Twas pity only which poor Werter gain d, 
“That fatal pity which his love inflam'd ; 
«While fell ſuſpicion lurk'd in Albert's breaſt, 
* Whole cool negleR, his Charlotte's heart oppreſs'd. 
« Oh ! Albert Albert !—it was fo ordain'd, 
I knew not love, when firſt my hand you gain'd ! 
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«Twas duty—virtue—made me then your wife, 

« The fatal ſource of our too wretched life! 

“My plighted vows to you alone were givn 

And ſacred kept—as witneſs for me heav'n ! 

* Why then ſhould doubt diſtra& your honeſt heart, 

„Why think your wife would from her truth depart? 

Alas! poor Wetter hy did'ſt thou believe? 

That where Fd givin my hand, I dare deceive ? 

_ « Parental right my ſacred duty bound, 

“Nor knew I what too ſoon I fatal found; 

« Reaſon's cool diftates now my mind perſuade 

My heart was neuter—tho' my hand obey'd. 

* I view'd thee, Werter, as of friends the chief, 

Nor knew I paſſion lurk d a hidden thief. 

« Why did'ſt thou ſtill perſiſt to urge thy right 

« To ſacred friendſhip ?—why not fly my ſight ? 

Thou then had'ſt liv'd the pride of each fine art; 

Nor Charlotte known the griefs which rend her 
heart, 
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« But ſtill purſuing this too guilty flame, 
« Loſt to all ſenſe of virtue—and of ſhame, 
* You ſeiz d the fatal ball—oh ! ilI-ſtar'd night! 
Why holds my ſenſe—why ſee returning light? 
* My madd'ning brain will burſt my head runs 
| round, 

«I ſee the flaſh I hear the dreadful ſound ! 
« Yes !—there he falls !—it pierc'd his faithful heart, 
« Ah! death ſtay—ſtop—nor ftrike the fatal dart. 
* What bloody corſe is that ?—keep off—(ſhe cried) 
« Oh Werter! Werter !—'twas for me you died. 
% What ſpeCtre's that ?—ſce—Albert's form appears! 
All is now well—be huſh'd my filly fears, 
«Tis all a dream !—he'll ſooth my ſleeping frights, 
« Albert awake me from theſe horrid ſights? 
% What, Werter !—ftill appearing in my view! 
«Hide ! hide! that bleeding breaſt ! nor ſtill purſue, 
Leave me with Albert—he's my huſband ſtill ! 
*Why ſounds thy voice with accents weak and 

ſhrill? | 
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Still call me hence? See darkneſs round me 
ppread | 
Why quivers thus my heart—why beat with dread? | 
What !—ſeize my hand thou cold—thou pallid 
ſhade ! | 
« Alas ! he drags me to yon darkſome glade ; 
«* Oh! Albert! Albert! fave your wife, (ſhe cried) 


Then ſunk at once on Werter's grave—and DiEp. 


What, fallen! fatal fair! what preſs the earth ! 
Thou once had'ſt virtue, and exalted worth ! 
Thy ruby lips now bear a livid hue ; 
Thoſe eyes no more lov'd objects will purſue, 
More ſparkling than the gems of ſpangled night, 
Twinkling thro' filver clouds of heav'nly light 
Alas! thoſe eyes, whoſe ſoften'd influence ſhed, 
Joys o'er the poor, and rais'd the drooping head ; 


Now dark—unſeen—no more their joys diſclole— 


No more thy cheek out-vies the budding roſe ; 
D 
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No more that boſom, whiter far than ſnow, 

Shall heave with burſting ſighs, for others woe : 

Ah ! hapleſs Charlotte! born to better fate, 

(For ſure thy virtues ſpoke thee good and great, ) 

Then had'ſt thou liv'd a pattern to each fair, 
Then ſhone with luſtre in thy gentle ſphere : 

The wife—the daughter—liſter grac'd thy name, 

And every tender tie increas'd thy fame. 5 

Domeſtic love was thy peculiar art, 

Each dear relation hung upon thy heart; 

A mother's laſt commands you well obey'd, 

And filial care more than e er daughter paid. 


Ah!] wretched fire Why riſe at early dawn? 
Why bruſh with flying ſteed the dewy lawn? 
Ahl hapleſs * Sickbert! why this road purſue ? 

What fatal ſight now opens to thy view? 


In the Sorrows of WERTER, the Father of CHarLOTTE has no name mention- 
ed, but is called the Steward; in this little Piece he is given the name of S1cxBERT. 
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What pitying muſe in ſympathetic verſe, 

Can paint thy woes, or half thy pangs rehearſe ; 

When near thy favorite Werter paſſing by, 

The uſual tear you drop,—the burſting ſigh? 

The glance of pity for your favor'd friend, 

Darts tow'rds that ſpot, where all his forrows end: 

But, when a female figure ſtrikes your ſight, 

And trembling from your horſe you quick alight, 

Say, can relation paint the piercing dart, 

The fears, and doubts, which quiver at your heart ? 

Still you proceed the awful path to tread ; 

Still, horrors chill you with an inward dread. 

Ah! cold and languid grow your trembling feet, 

Tho nature urges on— they d fain retreat. 

What ſlow advances to the mould'ring heap ! 

I ſee the drops your time-worn temples ſteep : 

Your ſilver locks I ſee diſtinctly riſe, 

Dim grows the ſight, of your now-moiſten d eyes; 
D 2 
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An icy dew has bath'd your ſhiv'ring frame, 
And cold, damp chills, your terrors more proclaim, — 
Ah! how you ſtart ! light's orbits roll with fear, 
With fault ring ſteps your beating breaſt draws near :;— 
What well-known robe is that, which wraps this fair? 
* Ah!*tis my Charlotte!—Gods!—an old man ſpare!” 
Be dumb, my muſe—thou can'ſt not ſpeak his grief, 
Silent he ſtands no friend to give relief, — 
Cold palſy ſeizes his enervate tongue, | 
No ſenſe retain'd—and ev ry joint unſtrung. 
I fee his failing limbs he cannot ſtand ; 
Fain would he graſp her cold—but lily hand: 
Not even death could change its wonted hue, 
Too well the wretched fire its beauty knew. 
Ah! poor old man !—I ſee—I ſee thee fall! 
And ftrive on thy lov'd Charlotte's name to call. 
Your heart-ſtrings ſure will break, you cannot ſpeak, 
Now the big tears fall down your furrow'd cheek : 
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Ah! happy drops !—your ſoul revives again, 


Alas! to feel more woes with keener pain. 

No utterance yet allow'd—your eyes now trace 
All the pale beauties of that well-known face. 
The king of terrors had ſmall pow'r to change 
Where loves and graces did alternate range. 

So ſome choice plant, all beauteous to the fight, 
Which careful hands had rais d with fond delight, 
Is by a ſpoiler cropt, and with'ring lies, 

Its beauties fading—and its ſweetneſs dies: 

When view'd by him who rear this matchleſs flow, 
Whoſe hopes are blaſted in one luckleſs hour, 
No other ſweets can pleaſe—no joys can yield 
To his hurt mind, the flowr-enamel'd field; 

He tries each art, its fragrance to revive, 

Too ſure its fate, it ne'er again ſhall live, 

No more ſhall bloom beneath his nurturing hand, 
Its languid ſtem obeys deaths dread command. 
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So vainly hung the father Oer this fair, 
This matchleſs object of his fondeſt care. 
I He preſt her cloſe to his paternal breaſt, 
i p< His loaks unutterable woe expreſt, 
4 Her ſtiſſen d limbs ſeem'd to refiſt embrace: 
; With his grey locks he wip'd her dewy face 
1 BY Thoſe locks which ſtealing time had ſilver d o'er, 
4 Untouch'd by grief—or mark'd with care before, 
\ Save, when he loſt the partner of his life, 
1 And back to heav n reſign d his much-lov'd wife. 
m! Ävain he felt for motion in her breaſt, 
For all was quiet—all was there at reſt. 
No hopes remain d, too ſure death's fatal dart, 
Had pierc'd the ſofteſt.—gentleſt female heart; 
| Whoſe feeble force could not withſtand his pow r, 
But fell a victim in this luckleſs hour. 
Ah! luckleſs hour! when wild illuſion led 
Her wild and frantic, from her huſband's bed; 
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Led by ſome dæmon fell, who haunts the night, 


Her foul diſturb'd with forms of hideous fight ; 


When in a bleeding ghoſt, ſhe Werter view'd, 
Whoſe mangled image ſtill her thoughts purſu'd. 

Ah! miſled Albert, had you ſtill careſs d 

Your once-lov'd Charlotte, nor with doubt oppreſs'd 
Her gen'rous mind, diſtracted by neglect, 

Phrenzy had not produc'd this dire effect: 

No errors of the heart had caus'd this ſight, | 
Tas the keen horror of each lonely night: | 
She duty knew, in which ſhe perſever'd, 

And ftill a huſband's name had been rever'd. 

Yet ev'ry breaſt muſt feel in Albert's cauſe, 

That knows to reverence hymeneal laws ; 

This ſacred tie! all paſſions ſhould reprove, 

And check the fallies of unlawful love. 


Now by ſome ruſtic hands the fair's convey'd 
To Albert's houſe—on Albert's couch is laid, 
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4 | Amidſt the cries of each ſurrounding friend, 

q | Who: all deplore the much-lov'd Charlotte's end. 

| 1 See each domeſtic flock beſide her hearſe, 

All, all unite her virtues to rehearſe . 

Een ſullen Albert can't refrain the tear, 

= While weeping virgins croud around her bier ; 

i And deepeſt ſadneſs fills the woe-caught face 

q Of all ho join in mournful ſolemn pace, 

When Charlotte's corſe is borne amidſt the throng, 
And echo joins the dirge, and funeral ſong. 


Now laid in earth, each tender breaſt muſt mourn, 
While tears inceſſant, waſh her hallow'd urn: 
The red- breaſt oft is ſeen at ev'ning hours, 


Dreſſing her grave with never-fading flow'rs ; 

- And philomel has near her built his neſt, 
And fings in mournful ſtrains, her ſoul to reſt. 
Sweet plaintive warbler of the feather'd throng, 
To you alone ſuch tender ſtrains belong: 
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Still hover round this ſpot, and guard her bed, 
Whilſt robin's moſs lies lightly o'er her head. 
No nightly owl from ivy neſt ſhall ſcream, 
No goblins haunt this ever-verdant ſcene ; 
But pearly drops deſcend from weeping dews, 
And fpring perpetual all her ſweets diffuſe. 
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BETWEEN 


Reticgton and Love. 
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A STRUGGLE 


RELIGIONand LOVE, 


In an Epiſtle 


FROM 


ABELARD t ELOISA. 


Cm tears expreſs the feelings of the heart, 
Or half the anguiſh of my ſoul impart, 

Thy Abelard's would fall in drops ſo plain, 

That griefs unnumber d would the paper ſtain ; 


But ſuch reliefs to leſſer woes are giv'n, 


Mine in mute language, only ſigh to heav'n. 


N 
1 = 2 = * 7 
— - _- * » — 
_ = —— — — « 88 
- _ — — ä — —— — * 


CJ 
Let thoſe who range the world from fair, to fair, 
With loud lament expreſs a feign'd deſpair ; 
Caught by new charms, no more their loſs they 
mourn, | 
Sigh for new | Joys, nor ſigh without return: 
But on our loves, a purer flame did ſhine, 
For Eloiſa only could be mine; : 
Her virgin heart diſdaining looſer fires, 
To Abelard confeſt her fond deſires. 
Dear charming hours!—that then with pleaſure roll'd, 


Oh ! could I call them back once more behold 


The beauties of thy all-bewitching face, 
Where little loves diſputed for their place ! 
Could I call back thoſe ſoft, thoſe melting hours, 


When we at ev'ning ſought the fragrant bow'rs, | 


Where pureſt love did every ſenſe employ, 


And hearts congenial felt each ſofter joy 
Soft zephyrs gently fan'd the gen'rous flame, 
Each day return'd and found us ftill the ſame. 
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Deluſive thought!—and were thoſe hours once mine? 
Will no revolving years our hands rejoin ? 
R 

Nor all-deſtroying time, deſtroy our grief? 

Ah! no- For ſhut within this cloiſter'd wall, 
Thy Abelard on thee can only call ; 

Thy name ſtill echo's thro' this dreary cell, 
Whilſt I to empty ſhades my paſſion tell. 

Yes yes !—fond paſſion ſtill my boſom warms ; 
Still faithful viſions ſhew thy glowing charms !— 
A hallow'd ſhrine ſupports my frantic head, 

The ſacred manſion of ſome fainted dead! 

I ſtare l gaze !—upon the lifeleſs ſtone, 

I wildly gaze—and call it till my own, 

Grafp the cold tomb which tapers pale reflect, 
But ah !—without relief without effect; 

No Eloiſa hears—my thoughts purſue 

Her fancied form, ſtill preſent to my view. 
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Ah! cruel pow'rs !-—And is our love denied? 

Nor walls, nor diſtance can our hearts divide? 

No !—no to my fond ſoul new power is giv'n 
+ To reſt with thee—its only earthly heavin. - 


When at devotion with cold ſaints I join, 

Each fervent prayer each thought—each wiſh—1s 
thine, yo gde 08 | + T4 

May heaven pardon !—for with truth I fay, 
For thee alone my ſuppliant mind can pray.— 
When rey rend father ſtamps, my name, my form, 
Still !—ſtill !- your image does my boſom warm. 
Scarce can I bear to take the falſe diſguiſe, 
When I call back the influence of your eyes; 
Dear fatal influence !—Muſt thoſe eyes now ſhed, 
Their beams among the tapers of the dead? 
And am I doom d to caſt the languid look 
(While warm with love) on cold devotion's book ? 


f 
1 
b 
ö 
| 


38g J 


I will no more—the thought tranſports my ſoul, 
I vainly, with to quit this hated goal, 
To fly to your once kind, once happy arms— 
Alas ! our fate—each wiſh—eachhope diſarms. 
Vain wiſh ! to think ſuch joys remain for me, 
Or hope again that beauteous face to ſee ! 
We proſtrate victims at the altar ſwore 
To die to ſin, and think of love no more. 
Ah! then—if thoughts too warm for this cold place, 
And paſſion ſtill prevail, inſtead of grace; 
Tho' by recording Angels mark'd in heav'n, 
Yet ſure when nature pleads twill be forgiv'n. 
Yes, yes, my Eloiſe, thou ſhalt-be mine, 
Where joys ſeraphic ſhall the ſenſe refine ; 
Where ſiſter ſaints ſhall Eloiſa meet, 
And to celeſtial realms with welcome greet : 
Rais'd on the wings of love we'll quick aſcend, 
And hymn our joys where life ſhall never end; 

| ef, bo F 


[ 84 J 

Where no tormenting fiend ſhall dare moleſt 
Our mutual joys, or break our heavenly reſt. 
Ah ! had not fate; relentleſs and unkind, 
Torn us aſunder and our hands disjoin'd, 
Then had we liv'd a pattern to each pair, 
And thou the brighteſt of each virt'ous fair: 
For thee—the ſoft—the tender wiſh had ſprung, 
While melting accents dwelt upon thy tongue; 
Breath'd ſoft complacence midſt thy blooming 

charms, | | | | 
And love inſpiring, blefs'd my circling arms. — 
Hence, ye fond vifions ! which diſtract my brain, 


Madden each ſenſe, and fill my breaſt with pain— 
My troubled' ſoul no reſpite now can find, 
All wild diſorder agitates my mind; 

Each burſting paſſion rules—and fell deſpair— 
Sighs choak the accents, that would rend the air. 
In vain I try perſuaſion, —all is loſt— 

All hopes are ſhipwreck d and all views are croſt; 
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Immers d within this ſolitary grate, 
Religion courts me to attend my fate. 
Thou wretch's laſt reſource thou * man's 
ſhield ! 

Come, heav'nly light !—and teach me how to yield ! 
Shed beams of grace divine upon my ſoul, 
And paſſions agonizing rage controul ! 
Come — ſweet religion !—raiſe my ſoul to heav' n, 
And by repentance let me be forgivn! 
Yes, I will ſtrive to gain the promis d joy, 
And heav'n ſhalt all my future days employ ; 
No warring paſſions reign, or vain deſire, 
To pray for thee !—ſhall all my ſoul inſpire! 
To ſue for thy immortal part be mine, 
Bleſt taſk ! I'll ev'ry other care reſign :— 
When call'd to pray'rs, IIl joyfully attend, 
And my —_ Sought to heav n, for you une. 
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To bear our fate is all that can remain, 


4 | For ah! too ſure re ne'er ſhall meet again— — 
f Then, Eloiſa, join my ſuppliant mind,. 

| Our loves congenial and our ſouls reſign'd! 

What joy obere ſuch fond fympathy is givin, 
For ſouls like ours to ſoar at once to heav'n.— 
Tis all before us grace is in our reach; 

Oh may I act the part I fain would teach. 

And may no vagrant wiſh recall my vow— 

Fix'd on the croſs—no other thought allow; 

No fond idea to my ſenſe impart— | 

But change for God, een Eloiſa's heart 

"Twas heav'n's beſt gift twas heav'n that made it 
Since heav'n reclaims it, I that heart reſign,— 
Think not there lives an Abelard in me, 

Think only on the joys prepar'd for thee : 

Nor think me cold, when I ſuch truths impart, 


—_— — 
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Een while I write, you hold too faſt my heart ! 


an 3 
How ſoon my ſoul returns to thee again, 
And ſtruggles to be free—alas! in vain. 
Adieu !—my Eloiſe—lov'd wife adieu! 


Is there a name more fond—more kind—more true ? 


Een that, and more than that belongs to you! 
Poets may write, and love- lorn lovers tell 

That Abelard had lov'd—but not how well: 

To ſpeak his paſſion mult defy their art, 

For none could paint.the pangs that tear his heart. 
If on ſome future day, in tender verſe, 

Some bard ſhould our ill-fated love rehearſe, 

Let him not ſay thus Abelard had lov'd, 

Or ſuch his paſſion Eloiſa prov'd, ” 

Deſcriptive art would fail—all words are tame, 
For language could not ſpeak our mutual flame: 
But, let them 'grave upon the ſacred ſtone, 

« Here reſts thoſe friends who lov'd—and thoſe 


alone: 


) 


— 
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When ſtrangers viſit Pareclites white wall, 
The ſoft, the tender tear be then let fall ; 
: And virgins weeping {till around our tomb, 
Raiſe by their tears—a flow'r of conſtant bloom. 


OR, 


EVENING WALK. 


— * 
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EVENING WALK. 


ST. E clouds were now with gold and purple 

bright, | 
And ſlowly ſinking was the god of light; 
His beams © ſlope upwards ” from the ſilent weſt, 
And nature's ſongſters all retire to reſt : 
The plowmen bleſt with health, and ſtrength, return 
To peaceful cots, where crackling embers burn ; 

| G 


(41 J 


Where cluſt ring babes their ſire with rapture greet, 
And houſewives blithe, prepare the well earn d meat. 
The ſturdy oak its branches had reſign'd, 

Which ſtood the boiſt'rous blaſt of many a wind ; 
And to his honeſt toil ſubmits to yield, 

Who with bound faggots quits the dark'ning field. 
Now ev'ning's mantle had enrob'd the night, 

And thouſand ſtars adorn'd etherial light; 

The ſhaded path ſhew'd nature was at reſt, 

When Cynthia roſe in ſilver veſtments dreſt; 
Whoſe virgin light ſhone forth in pureſt beams, 
Wlum'd the grove, and trembled on the ſtreams. 

I gazing glow'd with more than mortal fire, 

And ſoar d beyond this world of frail deſire: 

My wand'ring feet to diſtant plains had ftray'd, | 
Now thro' the brake I ruſh'd—now ſkim'd the glade ; 
The ſpangled thorn was wet with falling dews, 
And zephyrs ſoft a thouſand ſweets diffuſe, 


[4a] 
The diſtant bleeting lamb, and anxious dame, 
Maternal fondneſs ev'ry where proclaim. 
The warbling floaters on the liquid air, 
Retir'd in neſts, protect their callow care; 
All nature's gifts ſeem ſo profuſely giv'n 
In rapt'rous gaze, I praiſe all bounteous heav'n. 


Not more ſerene appear'd thoſe golden days, 
When man's chief buſineſs was his Maker's praiſe : 
Or when in Paradiſe as Adam walk'd, 

With new-created Eve, and fondly talk'd ; 
He—Lord of all, the wond'rous work explain'd, 
While ſhe within his breaft ſole empreſs reign'd. 
Not more ſerene appear'd thoſe happy times 
Which poets praiſe, and ſing in tuneful rhymes ; 
Than did the vaſt expanſe of ſpreading night, 
Which to my ſoul convey'd ſupreme delight, 
An aged oak the monarch of the wood, 
Whoſe ſturdy trunk had many a ſtorm withſtood ; 
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Round whoſe indulgent body intertwine 
The climbing ivy—and the ſweet woodbine 
Invites to contemplation, and to reſt, 
And points out yonder bank with verdure dreſt: 
Tis nature's call !—ſuch our firſt father's bed, 
By you fo. ſhelter'd, I'll no danger dread. 
A gentle ſlumber o'er my ſenſes ſtole, 
And nature's nurſe becalm'd my raptur'd ſoul. 
The ſcene which darken'd on my waking ſight, 
Now ſhone reſplendent with celeſtial light. 
Calmly I view'd the eaſtern clouds advance; 
(Deep was the fleep—delightful was the trance) 
When lo !—before me ſtood a heav'nly maid, 
Whoſe veſtments pure, her beauteous limbs array'd. 


Not azure blue enwrapt her. graceful form, 


No vanous dies her floating robe adorn, 
Nor ſpreading mantle of the verdant fields, 
Whoſe grateful green a pleaſing colour yields : 
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Nor did ſhe hold Minerva's ſhield or ſpear, 

Nor hoſtile implements of dreaded war: 

No buſkins on her feet, no bow to tell, 

That ſhe with Dian in the woods did dwell : 

Nor yet did Venus revel in her eye, 

Or amorous glances for the apple vie ; 

Yet hadſt thou Paris ſuch a form ſurvey'd, 

No Grecian dame had e'er ſuch havock made; 

Or Helen's charms had caus'd the Trojan's griefs ; 
Or ten years war deſtroy'd the braveſt chiefs: 

Not ſuch the charms, which to my ſleep-bound ſight 
Appear'd, and which I gaz'd on with delight ; 
Meek innocence beam'd from her modeſt eye, 

And ſpoke a virgin ſoul of pureſt dye. 

Benign the aſpect of this white-rob'd maid, 

Gentle as lilies in the valley's ſhade ; 

While gentler accents flowing from her tongue, 
Breath'd ſofter gales than e er from violets ſprung.— 
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« Frail mam (ſhe cried) thou ſeek'ſt to know my name, 
Know tis CONTENT, and that from heav'n I came. 
“The mighty lords of this great world deny 
Een my exiſtence, and my pow'r defy. 
“In courts, and palaces forbid to dwell, 
« When I deſcend, 'tis to the humble cell, 
There I thoſe gifts diffuſe, thoſe ſweets impart, 
% Which raiſe the drooping head, and hopeleſs heart. 
« My firſt exiſtence to this world was giv'n, 
But ſpurn'd by mortal man fled to heavn— 
«Yet when Tm ſought, I ſhicld the virt ous mind, 
© And .come—a willing friend to all mankind— 
l cheer the widow'd heart, ſooth ew ry care; 
„Fell horror flies me, and grim-fac'd deſpair.— 
View then thoſe gifts the gods on man beſtow, 
And in your grateful ſoul let virtue glow : 
« A genial warmth will then poſſeſs your breaſt, 
« Health, und ſweet fleep, will mark me for your 
gueſt; 
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Religion too, my ſiſter, ſhall impart, 


Truth join'd with grace, to purify the heart: 
When thus enlighten'd, you'll the world reſign, 
* And taſte thoſe joys, which mortals call divine. 
Be thou my vot'ry, and the way I'll lead; 
Take thou this ſtaff, twill give you all you need.“ 
And here ſhe pausd—ſoft muſic fill'd the air, 
 Encircl'd light ſhone round the heav'nly fair; 
Her waving robe ſhone more divinely bright, 
And quick ſhe vaniſh'd from my wand'ring ſight. 
But ah !—things are not always what they ſeem, 
I wak'd alas !—to find it but a dream— 

Leaving this moſſy couch—this hallow'd ſpot, 
With penſive ſteps, I ſeek my humble Cot. 


> — — 


To LIA of all the village fair, 
Was the peculiar grace; 
Her flowing locks of auburn hair, 
Play'd round her dimpl'd face. 


II. 


The brighteſt eyes beſpoke a ſoul, 
Where ev'ry virtue throve, 
Eyes !-that the fierceſt rage controul, 
And tune the ſoul to love, 
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III. 


Young Edward ſaw the matchleſs maid, 
And felt the pureſt flame ; 

For her he nightly trod the glade, 
And dwelt on Julia's name, 


IV. 


Each beachen tree her cypher bore, 
Carv'd by the am'rous youth; 
And many a wreath of his ſhe wore, 

Entwin'd with vows of truth. 


V. 


Full oft ſhe heard his artleſs tale, 
And heay'd the tender ſigh: 
Whien wand'ring o'er the flow'ry dale, 


ps The ſtream ran murm'ring by. 
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VI. 


But hark !—the horrid din of war! 
The trumpet calls to arms ! 
Edward is doom'd to leave the fair, 


A prey to love's alarms. 
VII. 


The roſes fade on Julia's cheek— 
“And will my Edward go?” 
He ſtrives, alas! in vain to ſpeak, 

His heart was fill'd with woe. 


VIII. 


One parting kiſs” was all he ſaid, 
“From thoſe dear lips one kiſs— 


* I ſwear I'll ever love my maid, 


« My firſt—my only bliſs 1” 
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IX. 


Convulſive ſobs, and burſting ſighs, 
Now rend the virgin's heart; 

© One chaſte embrace no law denies— 
« Yet, Edward !—muſt we part ? ”— 


X. 
His comrades bore him far away, 
Quick ning his tardy pace; 


She wav'd her hand in wild diſmay, 
The tears fireami'd down her face. 


XI. 


While full in fight her ardent eyes 
The much lo d youth purſue— 


% Muſt I no more no more! - ſhe cries) 


« My faithful Edward vier? 


L 55s J 
XII. 


Her damſel friends ſat by her ſide, 
Yet Julia's tears ran o'er ; 

They join with her's the cryſtal tide, 
And all the youth deplore. 


XIII. 


All pale and wan, the maiden droops ; - 
And lilies fill the place, 
Where roſes once in bluſhing groups, 


Bloom'd in her lovely face. 


XIV. 


Alone, and penſive oft ſhe ſtray'd, 
And to the ſilver queen, 

Renew'd the vows to Edward made, 
By all but her unſeen, 
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XV. 


« Soft planet !—witneſs of our loves, 
« Whoſe placid virgin eye, 
“Has nightly led us thro' the groves, 
To Edward bear my ſigh. 


XVI. 


Oh guard him from the pointed ſpear, 
Wet not my Edward fall ;— 
„To ſhield his perſon ſtill be near, 

« Avert the flying ball! 


XVII. 


Ve fanning zephyrs ! ſoft—controul 

| « The flame that warms the youth; 

And let thy whiſpers to his ſoul, 
Convey his Julia's truth. 
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XVIII. 


But now the war began to rage, 
Full roll'd the battle's tide— 
Now did the hoſtile troops engage, 

And many a hero died. 


XIX. 


High ſwells the buſy voice of Fame, 
The fatal news to tell; 

And while the vict'ry all proclaim— 

EDWARD in battle fell. 


XX. 


Soon julia heard the diſmal tale, 
« Ye maidens all adieu!“ 
Then dropt this lily of the vale— 
Her ſoul to EDWARD's flew. 
I 
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HARMON Y. 


S OFT harmony - hoſe all- bewitching ſound, 
Hangs on my ſoul;\ind tunes my cares to reſt ; 
Still may my heart in uniſon be found, 

And ſtrains of muſic lull my troubled breaſt. 


Sweet ſounds of concord vib'rate at my heart, 
Which calms affliftion's throb, and riſing ſigh ; 
Stealing thro' wounded nature's vital part, 


Serene's my mind when melody is nigh. 


31 
Oh! happy time !—to which my ſoul aſpires, 
When heav'nly ſtrains ſeraphic voices raiſe ; 
Winding thro' thrones of bliſs in joyful choirs, 
Where living ſounds proclaim eternal praiſe : 


Then may ſuch accents lull my ſoul to reſt, 
And peace for ever harmonize my breaſt. 


SO FPE N29 


TH O0UCHTY 


SCATTER'D THOUGHTS, 
Written after a diſturb'd and reſtleſs Night, 


in a long and pamful Ilineſs. 


\ HILE child of ſorrow on my couch I lie, 
And court ſweet ſlecp to ſeal my wakeful eye; 
Still keeneſt anguiſh rankles at my heart, 
And pains unceaſing pierce each vital part. 
I hear the joyleſs bird of omen ſing, 
And at my caſement flap his blacken'd wing ; 
While nightly ſpirits hover round my head, 
Haunting with horrid thoughts, my widow'd bed. 
K 
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Oh ! come thou kindeſt nurſe - come gentle ſleep? 
Seal with thy wings thoſe eyes which wake to weep— 
Diſtil thy poppies on my unclos'd lid, 

And on my pillow thy mild opiates ſhed. 

Thro' nights dark gloom I count the meaſu a time, 
*And hear the knell of death inceſſant chime: 

The ſpider ſpinning in ſome lonely notch, = 
Echoes the knell—and keeps th ill- omen d watch. 


1 My penſive pillow views my early life, 
When in youth's bloom I took the name of wife 
Scarce ſixteen fins had davm d upon my years, 
When I awoke to all a mother's cares: 
While at my breaſt the tender bloſſom hung, 


- Ere the ſoſt accent loos d the liſping tongue, 


Griefs ſharpeſt arrows pierc'd my gentle heart, 
And wounded nature felt her venom'd dart— 


Living neat the Cnhunch, 
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No love congenial to my own I found; 
But joyleſs paſs d nights ſolitary: round. 


If loſt in momentary ſleep I lie, * 
What hideous forms appear to fancy's eye ! 
With phantoms of a woe-worn feveriſh brain 
I trembling ſtart—and wake to keener pain; 
The ſpectres of deluſion ſtill in view, 
And the night-hag my waking ſenſe purſue : 
My ſhorten'd ſighs quick breathe around my room, 
Where horrid darkneſs ſheds a total gloom ; 
Save, one pale taper of a glimm'ring light, 
Which dimly twinkles thro! the ſhades: of night; 
Like a true friend, ſuch filent ſorrow ſhows, 
And © waxeth pale "—thro' ſympathy of woes. 


Sweet ſympathy !—in whate'er form you dwell, 
Welcome—thrice welcome to my tear-waſh'd cell ! 
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Een when I hear the nightly ſhrill owl ſcream, 
Some friend I think is near ſome hope unſeen! 
Hope !—did I ſay ? thou joyful bleſſed ſound ! 
Where beams thy ray ?—where art thou to be found ? 
Long have'I ſought thy viſionary hand. 
Lead me dear phantom! to that bliſsful land, 
That haven of ſure reſt that is d ſhore ! 
Where peace ſhall dwell!—and 1 ſhall weep no more! 
Then ſtrike grim ſpeRre !—ſtrike this yielding heart, 
Strike down my ſorrows with thy welcome dart; 
And when this * mortal coil ” is laid in earth, 
Then may my ſoul awake to heaven's new birth ! 
Then like a-pilgrim—view life's rocky ſhore, 
And reſt, where thornsſhall pierce my foul NO MORE. 
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TO THE 


BLESSED JESUS. 
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1 only light of truth and joy ! 
Direct my path to heav'n ; 

Let all thy works my mind employ, 
And be my fans forgiv'n. 
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II. 
* = Shall I behold that glorious face, * 
8 Enthron'd in bliſs above? 


Shall I receive the gift of grace, 
| | And taſte ſuch heav'nly love? 


| 1 III. 


1 Was it for me, corrupt, and vile, 
The meek-ey d Lamb was ſlain ? 
Yes !—twas for ſouls ſo full of guile, 
He groan'd with deadly pain. 
IV. 


F 


| That face was dol'rous pale and wan, 
e Ny Rent was his bleeding {ide ; | 
Father,“ (he cried) © thy will be done — 
Then bow'd his head—and died. 


Wo 


V. 


And ſhall a wretch like me complain, 
And ſay my bones are ſore, 

And cry I can't endure my pain, 
Whilſt floods of tears run o'er? 


VI. 


Yes !—I will weep—and faſt, and pray, 
Run o'er with brine thoſe eyes: 

His ſweats were blood—that doleful day 
He fell the ſacrifice. 


VII. 


Earth groan'd—was ſhook—the dead were ſent 


From out her pond'rous jaws ; 


The temple quak'd: the vail was rent ; 


Such were almighty laws. 
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E291] 
VIII. 


Hoſannas loud in heav'n were ſung— 
Eternal peace proclaim'd ; | 

Peace—peace to all, thro' heav'n was rung, 
From thrones where mercy reign'd. 


IX. 


So when my bitter draught is paſt, 
( Which teach me to endure! ) 

III taſte of peace, and bliſs at laſt, 
And reſt with Chriſt ſecure. 


X. 


; Salyation's cup—oh ! let me ſhare !— 
Feed on the bread of life: 

By thee ſo taught, my pains I'll bear, 
'Till ends the glor'ous ſtrife. 
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XI. 


Then thro' this vale of tears I'll fly, 
Thou lover of my ſoul ! 

Safe guided by thy watchful eye, 
I'll reach the promis d goal. 


XII. 


Let troubled waters round me heave, 
My bark ſhall reſt ſecure: 

The deadly ſhafts which life ſhall reave, 
Thro' faith I will endure. 


XIII. 


The gloomy void ſhall not affright, 
When on the brink J ſtand; 
But breaking beams of heav'nly light, 
Shall lead me to thy land. 
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I. 


HEN all was ſtill, in the lone hour of night, 
Serina ſtole from off her wearid bed; 
Cold was her boſom to each fond delight; 
Loſt were her joys, and youth's gay viſions fled. — 


11 


Returning in their courſe, the ſeaſons came ' 
The nipping winter with his chilling blaſt, 
And ſummer's heat ſtill found her pains the ſame, 


Tho' Time revolv'd her ſorrows were not paſt. — 


1. 


III. 

Full oft her ſighs breath d in the infant year, 
Yet hope came ſmiling with the genial ſpring; —_ 
Then would the muſe beguile the hours of care, 
And tune the plaintive numbers which ſhe'd ſing. 


IV. 


an. 


But no long anguiſh has unſtrung her har, 

No ſounds of harmony attune herfſoul; // 
Keen was tlie arrow, and its point was ſharp, , 
Which thro' her fpirit bears ſuch full controul. 
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